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Out from the bag came a brazier, sticks
from the fire were put in it, and charcoal
laid on the top.

" An evil breakage, sir! " quoth the
armourer " Now, there must have been
great power behind the weapon for it to
break thus If your knighthood will allow
me to guess, it was such a blow as your
own arm might strike, crashing against
armour of proof, sir. Armour of real
Spanish steel, such as the dagger itself,

sir"

" No such luck I " grunted its owner
A hoarse laugh ran round the ring

" Ho, ho ! 'twas broken when Otto tum-
bled across the top of the wall with his fat
carcase "

"And if I did," growled Otto "No
one else got to the top "

" It took aU of us to push you, Otto ! "

The armourer looked up from his biazier

" Indeed, I had not heard your^knight-
hoods had stormed the town/' quoth he,
and busied himself with his tools again

" No, our knighthoods have not/'
grunted Otto " Our knighthoods tned! "